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Author's Notes: 

So, this is a project I've been working on, a big one at that. Set after any British Lion show of this tour of 
your own choice, a way for Bruce to make Steve relax and take his mind off of his issues. So, a long fic as I've 
promised, with a lot foreplay and from Steve's POV! Read and please review if you liked it : 


Steve grunted as he rubbed his sore neck, his shoulders protesting against the movements any time he 
attempted to raise his arms even the slightest bit above head level. The night at an actual hotel room would 
do him good, the cramped bunk beds of the tour bus or the vertical chairs of the planes serving only to make 
his aging body feel decades older than it really was. 


He wasn't planning on canceling any shows because of his aches, he'd just keep his head high and pretend he 
was fine. For the sake of touring, something he lived for. For the fans, even though post show signing would 
drag out into the small hours and leave him drained of all his energy. He wanted to do this, and there was a 
price to pay as with everything one might love doing. Only here, it was his body telling him off and him 
laughing in its face. He wasn't giving in, he wasn't going to throw in the towel. Not yet. 


Sighing softly, the bassist brought out his key card after the elevator reached his floor, he'd gone ahead of 
Richard and the boys whom Graham had convinced to go to the nearest pub. Any other day, Steve would 
gladly have chimed in and said yes but tonight he just didn't have the energy to even make conversation Not 
that he spoke a lot in general, but when he was like this, he tended to become more of a drag than anything. 
So, instead he unlocked the door and stepped inside, greeted by a fancy semi dark suite. He would simply take a 
quick shower, maybe just a washup even, and then go straight to bed. His achey body almost seemed to feel 


less weary once he made up his mind on that point. 


Steve tossed his jacket over the back rest of the settee at the corner of the room, kicked his shoes off; 
leaving the duffle bag with belongings that he had brought with him on the floor by the side of the arm rest. 
His shoulders felt the relief as the excess weight was let off of them, the dull throbbing ache pulsing less 
intensely, even if the left one continued to sting rhythmically in the spot where his bass strap would usually 
go. Back to painkillers, then. Steve had been prescribed some, he didn't much fancy taking them, but if he 
wanted to be the boss of his own body, it was what he had to do. Crouching on the floor, the man dug out the 
little white bottle that would be his saving grace. 


‘Shit, you really do look worse for wear, Harry. Are you sick..?' 


Steve almost yelped, startled by the voice and he dropped the item, which rolled under the couch with a small 
thud. He might be feeling out of it, but his reflexes were still quick enough and the bassist hurriedly picked his 
head up to check the corner of the room from which the familiar deep voice had come. Just as expected; on 


top of the bed that had been hidden from view by a sharp angle of the wall, sat Bruce. 

‘Bludi ‘ell Bruce, are ye tryin’ ta give me a bludi ‘eart attack? Wot the ‘ell are ye doin’ ‘ere? 

The singer laughed softly and held his hands up in defense as he hopped off the bed, approaching Steve who 
got up to dust his knees off, greeting Bruce with a very tired smile and a small chaste kiss on the lips when 


they came together. 


‘No, wouldn't want to see you go out just yet. But you really don't look all that well, you know, Bruce repeated, 


concern in his eyes as Steve took notice of his significantly shorter hair; almost a buzz cut. 


‘Ye know | like yer ‘air a bit longer, the bassist almost pouted, running his fingers over the short gray strands 


and watching them bend to his will only for a moment before jumping back into place again. 

‘Yeah, but I'm my own mans shrugged Bruce with a grin. ‘| do as | damn well please: 

Steve simply rolled his eyes, too tired to keep even the tiniest of bickering alive. It used to be their way to 
tease one another, but tonight all he truly needed was a proper rest and a way to take his mind off of the 


pain his shoulders were giving him. 


It was almost as if Bruce could read his mind, because his expression softened notably, wordlessly taking 
Steve's hand and guiding him along towards the bed. He sternly prompted the bassist to settle down on the 


edge which he did without complaint. Steve happened to much fancy when Bruce was tender and understanding, 
a trait the impatient singer seemed to have developed only during the last five years or so. It helped their 


relationship, made their time spent together less of a trial or strain, and more of a joyful experience. 


‘Wot are ye doin' ‘ere either way, luv? | thought ye were s'posed ta keep yerself busy runnin’ around the 
world, ‘oldin’ yer bludi lectures, ye know, Steve mumbled, he truly hadn't expected Bruce to be paying him a 
visit, he hadn't expected to see the man for at least another two more months, but the surprise was a happy 


one. 


‘Oh, | am, but sometimes you just feel that pull and you have to follow your bloody heart. That sort of thing,’ 
chuckled Bruce in return, his hands on Steve's upper arms as he climbed onto the bed behind the older man, 
angling Steve's body just the right way before he placed his hands at the bottom of the bassist's shoulder 


blades, beginning to rub slow soothing circles with his palms. 


The bassist flinched, trying his best not to tense up. Even though Bruce was gentle, his firm callused hands 
moving as if the bassist was delicate and frail, it hurt. Steve was so sore, and when the hands began to work 
their way upwards towards the source of the discomfort, his tightly wound muscles complained. It made Steve 
hiss low under his breath, made him grit his teeth. He knew the massage would eventually help, but it was 
always a bitch before the first mountain was climbed. He placed a hand on Bruce's knee that stuck out at the 
side of his hip, squeezing it for support. 


‘| - ah - appreciate it, ye know.. | just wouldn't call meself much o' a decent company fer the night, I'm bludi 
exhausted, just wont ta kip, Steve admitted, his jaw clenching when Bruce pressed two fingertips down on the 
spot right at the junction of neck and shoulder, sending wires of agony down the bassist's spine that made the 


singer pause his actions momentarily. 


‘Steve..? You with me..? Bruce asked, hesitant when he noticed the way Steve was crouching away, knowing the 


pain was a necessary evil. 


Steve panted, eyes squeezed shut, but managed to nod his head. He hated to be vulnerable, he despised 
showing off his weakness, but right at this moment there wasn't much else he could do but suffer through it. 
He tried to relax his body, realizing he'd balled his free hand into a fist and he quickly released it, the other 
dug into Bruce's skin like a claw, so instead he let his open palms rest at his sides while the ache faded back 
into its usual throbbing, dull state. Hanging his head, Steve took a deep breath. 


‘Yeah, yeah, l'm fine, it's just.. its gettin’ worse, ye know? | always knew it would, wot with age art all, but at 
this point it's.. not unbearable, but it is rough. It's bludi weighin’ me down, | s'pose. | bludi ‘ate it; the bassist 
finally admitted, 


Bruce bit his bottom lip at that, using only his thumbs to briefly trace the base of Steve's long neck from 
both sides, feeling the soft fall of dark curls against the backs of his hands. The singer gently gathered the 
several inches of thick waves together and ushered them aside to expose the left side of Steve's neck 


completely, smooth tan skin on display. 


‘Do you want me to take your mind off of it? asked Bruce, shifting closer so that his broad chest was 
pressing lightly against Steve's strong back, his hot damp breath ghosting across exposed sensitive flesh. 


Steve scowled briefly at that, having a hunch he knew exactly what the singer was hinting at, but he wasn't 
sure he was up for it. In fact, he thought he knew he wasn't up for it. That said, when soft, wet full lips 
pressed to his pulse point, the older man couldn't fight back the full body shudder passing through him. Bruce 
knew all his erogenous zones, knew each of his weaknesses, and if he wanted to play him and horn him up 


despite his mood and physical state, he very well could 


‘Bruce.. not tonight, | can't even bludi lift me arms above me ‘ead, much less ‘old yer bludi self down. | don't 


‘ave the energy: 


‘Who says you'll be doing any of the hard work? Just lay back and enjoy, poppet, Bruce murmured, sharp 
teeth nipping at the bassist's exposed earlobe and then a wet sloppy kiss was pressed to the soft skin just 
beneath the bassist's ear, making Steve's breath hitch in his throat. ‘I'll make it good for you, ought to help 
take your mind off of everything for a bit, eh? You deserve some of that! 


Steve opened his mouth to protest, he knew it wasn't the best of ideas despite how persuasive Bruce could be, 
but his complaints died down when those small, skillfull hands ran down his sides, fingertips slipping beneath the 
hem of the bassist's tee shirt when they reached it only to trace the warm expanse of skin hidden beneath 
the fabric. It made the older man's eyes slide shut again, eyelids fluttering and the familiar buzz of arousal 
poured down his spine to pool into his groin. He might have aged, might have a harder time getting into the 
mood with Emma back home, but Bruce could push all his buttons in just the right order, even when he wasn't 
at the top of his game. 


‘Yer too bludi stubborn fer yer own good, ye pervert bastard. muttered Steve, but there was a fond tone to 
the chastise which made Bruce chuckle, his breath becoming hot gushes. 


‘| do try, you know: 


Steve said nothing else as the same hands became bolder, one rubbing slow circles over the bassist's belly, 
feeling the soft hair spattered just above the navel, the other sliding upwards. Fingertips trailed over the older 
man's chest hair until they found perked, brown nipples to pinch and lightly tug at. 


At the same time, the tip of a playful tongue traced up the vein of Steve's neck up and down, mouthing and 
lapping at the pulse point. It had the bassist gasping softly, his mouth falling slightly open as he paid attention 
to the hand that dropped lower to cup the bulge in his jeans. He knew Bruce was truthful when he said he 
expected to be doing all the work tonight, and for once, Steve found the desire to be greedy and accept that 
offer very tempting. 


The soft groan that tore from his throat when Bruce tightened his grip was more than enough indication of 
what his body wanted, a firm palm rubbing against his shaft as it began to swell. The confines of the pants 


was actually beginning to restrict the bassists cock, the naughty fingers where still pinching his nipples 
simultaneously, moving back and forth between the stiff nubs. 


It had Steve shivering, Tiny jitters running through his body as the mouth returned to assault the side of his 
neck with a bit more ferocity now, leaving faint marks that would hopefully fade overnight. Steve almost 

whined in protest when suddenly the heated, firm body behind him moved away, making him feel almost cold, 
his amped up body aching for more. When he turned to look over his shoulder however, he was met by a sly 


dimpled grin. 


‘| thought you ought to make yourself a bit more comfortable. Here, let me help you, said the singer sweetly, 
helping Steve bend over forwards so he could discard his shirt as painlessly as possible without raising his 
arms too high. 


The bassist did as told, relieved when the garment was shedded and dumped on the floor, goosebumps breaking 
out over his bare arms and torso. Next, Bruce scooted aside to allow the older man room to maneuver, and 
Steve took the hint to lay down on the bed, head on the pillows and his long dark curls fanning out around him 
like a dark halo, spilling in waves over the light sheet fabric. His pupils were blown wide, his eyes dark as sin 
and his cock twitching in his pants as he faintly spread his long legs to allow Bruce to fit snugly in between 
them. The singer took the opportunity to place either hands at the sides of Steve's head, gathering fistfuls of 
hair as he dipped down for a hungry kiss, tongues swirling slowly and sensuously. 


Pulling back, Steve blushed as Bruce smirked. He knew he must be looking pretty needy at the moment, his 
chest heaving with his deep breaths. And then, the singer began his descent, spilling gentle kisses down his jaw, 
his neck, over his collarbones and briefly lapping the nipples on the way, to keep them peaked. 


At the same time, small but strong hands worked on his zipper, popped the button open and spread the flaps 
apart. Instinctively, the older man raised his hips just enough for the younger to slide the jeans down below his 
ass, exposing the tent at the front of the bassist's black briefs to the view of hungry amber eyes. 


‘My, Harry, you don't think you're getting a bit old to pop a stiffy just like that? snickered Bruce, his thumb 


grazing the head and feeling the wetness dampening the underwear. 

‘Tuck off, Steve breathed in reply, his face burning with a crimson flush. 

‘Bloody prickly: 

Another snicker filtered through the air, and Steve shut his eyes as he blushed, feeling a warm callused hand 
slide slowly down his stomach, the tip of Bruce's index finger dipping into his navel before going lower, tracing 

over the tops of Steve's thighs, down the v of his hips and in every sense avoiding its goal. Serving to highten 
the ache in Steve's groin, to make his balls tighten, to make his cock throb persistently. It was a tease, but a 


damn good one. 


Then, ever so cautiously, the underwear were pulled down and soon enough, the bassist's entire lower body 


was nude and exposed to those ravenous eyes. The jeans and briefs landed on the floor to join Steve's shirt, 
same with the socks, and his skin prickled as lips were pressed to the patch of nude flesh just beneath his 
belly button. 


‘Bruce... 
‘Mhm..2! 


‘Don't be so bludi lazy. the bassist complained, unable not to attempt to urge the other man to stop the 


tease. 


The singer fondly rolled his eyes with a little chuckle before dipping his head spilling soft kisses, following the 
beginning happy trail downwards until he grazed the wiry, course dark pubes nestled just above the shaft of 
Steve's hard cock, making the older man moan softly as the heat radiated out from the area. At the same 
time, Bruce's gentle hand cupped his heavy balls, firmly pressing his palm to the tight orbs while he rubbed 
slow circles, making Steve's hips pitch upwards to feel more of the attention given Bruce's free hand resorted 
to trailing its fingertips along the sensitive skin of Steve's bare inner thigh, causing him to spread his legs. 


‘ls that better? the younger man asked, a smug smirk in place before his lips went to work again, this time on 
the underside of Steve's cock as he pressed it against the taller man's lower belly, following the vein straining 


along the underside towards the fat head and earning a grunt of approval in response. 


‘Yeah, bludi ‘ell. was Steve's response, one hand tangling in the sheets while the other instinctively came up to 


cradle the back of Bruce's head, thumb brushing against the somewhat course short silver hair. 


Another pleased chuckle, and then the singer used his free hand to circle the base of Steve's cock, holding it 
firmly in place as he made a ring of his fingers although rubbing the spot where the bassist's balls met the 
shaft firmly with a knowing thumb. 


Simultaneously, he parted is lips to slip the plump head into his mouth, the tip of his tongue pushing against 
the slit to taste salty precum. The combined motions had Steve squirming, lips parting but no noises escaping, 
a twinge in the man's shoulder making him try his best not to tense up although the torturous pleasure didn't 
make it very easy. Strong fingers sliding up his shaft in a lose circle only to tighten and drop down quickly once 
they reached the flared head had his hips snapping upwards in surprise. 


Snickering around the dick in his mouth, the singer repeated the motion, sucking the head softly as his tongue 
lapped at the sensitive spot hidden just behind it, his strokes becoming tighter each time as he picked up his 
pace; his fist now firm and the hand on Steve's balls made sure to tighten the grip rhythmically to match the 


pumping. 


It all went to the bassist's head, his cheeks taking on a rosy shade and a sheen of sweat forming on his 
forehead and torso as his own fingers attempted to cling to the short strands of hair on Bruce's head. 
Anything to ground himself while his hips wriggled and stuttered sideways, fighting not to thrust up when he 


too wanted to prolong the pleasure even as the buzz of orgasm was beginning to tingle throughout his loins. 


Holding the peak back stubbornly, Steve gasped as the hand on his sack let go, moving lower in favour of 
intently manipulating the tender skin behind it. The slow, lazy massage had the bassist spreading his legs wide 
apart, seeking more of that intense burn it created and exposing himself completely to his lover. Bruce took 
notice, but wouldn't let it sway him from his misson Instead, he popped his mouth off of Steve's dick for a 
brief moment, a whine of protest reaching his ears while he sucked the tips of index and middle fingers, 
wetting the digits with a rich amount of saliva. He knew exactly how he was going to take Steve's mind off of 
his physical troubles. 


Course, Steve didn't see any of it, but he suspected it coming. That didn't lessen the surprised however, when 
the pad of Bruce's index finger poked softly at his entrance, the singer allowing his mouth to take Steve's cock 
whole this time. Dropping his head as several inches diappeared between those full pink lips, the older man's 
hips snapped up on cue, his muscles flexing and Bruce took the opportunity to slip his finger past the ring of 
muscle up until the third knuckle. Sinking down again, Steve groaned when the warm wet cavern of Bruce's 


sinuous mouth sucked him hard, swallowing around the heated rod. 


That's where the singer began to search for the sweet spot buried inside. It didn't take long to locate its 
position, granted how well he knew Steve's body after all these years, and once he found the tiny bump, he 
began to trace it. First in slow circles, then up and down with more pressure applied, alternating the motions 


until he felt Steve squirm, until the bassist's entire body was twitching and trembling, his inner walls clenching. 


A second digit was added then, stretching the bassist wider, and Steve pushed his head backwards into the 
soft pillows, bending his legs at the knee and pulling them up. It had been so long since he'd been touched this 
way, as usually he'd end up on top during their sexual encounters. But Tonight, he saw no wrong in 


surrendering himself. 


‘Bruce.. yer gon’ make me cum. moaned the older man almost bashfully, biting his bottom lip as he was 


answered with another tight suckle, opening his hazy dark eyes to catch Bruce's cheeks hollowing. 


The shudder that wracked his body damn near had him falling over the edge, thick globs of precum spilling to 
mingle with Bruce's saliva as the singer finally pulled back, a string of fluid connecting his red bottom lip to the 


swollen head of Steve's engorged cock 


‘What do you want me to do about it? asked the smaller man, licking his lips like a cat who'd had the canary, 


but his question was more serious and sincere than cocky. 


Steve's gaze wavered if only momentarily before he made up his mind, the desire pulsing through his veins 


making the decision surprisingly easy. ‘Fuck me: 


Bruce nodded, his pupils expanding in the wink of an eye to engulf the amber irises. The lust seemed to almost 
glow in his eyes as he sat back on his haunches, extracting his fingers and making quick work of pulling his 
shirt over his head to expose his broad chest, still peppered in the same thick carpet of hair he'd always 


sported. It seemed to take less than five seconds for the singer to roll off the bed, stumbling out of pants, 
underwear and socks while he made his way towards his own bag of necessities that he'd brought. 


Of course he'd have lube in there, and Steve's cheeks burned brightly when just as he'd expected, Bruce 
returned in a hurry with a small tube in one hand, the other holding his rock hard dick still as he crawled back 


onto the mattress to hover above his lover. 


‘tll take it easy, wouldn't want to injure you now, would we?” the singer murmured, pressing a sweet kiss to 


Steve's damp forehead, the bassist exhaling a shaky breath as anticipation brewed at the pit of his belly. 


‘Yeah, | know.." Steve nodded vaguely, his hand encompassing the back of Bruce's neck as he raised his head 


bri efly. 


The singer took the hint, their lips meeting halfway in a smooth, slow passionate kiss. Tongues swirling, the 
familiar taste of Bruce overpowering the older man's senses and making his cock damn near jump, oozing 
precum as it rested proudly against his stomach. He needed this more than he needed air to breathe, the dull 
pulsing ache of his shoulders drowned out by his hammering heartbeats, by the way his overly sensitized 
body hummed with longing. Satisfaction was something only Bruce could offer, and the singer knew it just as 


well. 


When their lips parted with a wet smacking noise, Steve's teeth catching Bruce's plump bottom one in the 
process, the singer popped the cap of the tube open He sat back again, Steve watching almost shyly from 
beneath hooded eyes as the singer squeezed a good amoung of clear thick liquid into his palm, smearing it 


evenly over the more than ready hardness between his legs. 


When Bruce came back down, Steve's arms wrapped around him, hooking around his strong broad shoulders and 
raising his legs readily. Then he was breeched, the bassist grimacing and quivering as he was split open, toes 


curling when he fought against his urge to tense up. It had been so long, it was bound to burn. 


Still, when Bruce was finally sheathed inside, balls deep with his groin nuzzled snugly into Steve's crack, the 
bassist released the heavy breath he hadn't realized he'd been holding. The bassist sunk back down into the 
mattress, chest heaving with his heavy panting albeit still clinging to the younger man, and when he opened his 
eyes, affectionate amber orbs studied his face with faint concern The silent question in them was immediately 


understood. 
‘Bruce... was all Steve had to say, his tone shaky but almost demanding, and he didn't need to repeat himself. 


Getting the drift, the singer gave a curt nod and pulled back so that only the head remained inside of Steve 
before pushing back in. It was a slow, lazy motion but the snap of his hips made it sharp all the same. Hooking 
one leg over the small of Bruce's back, Steve arched his body as the next thrust became perfectly angled, 
hitting his prostate dead on and making his thighs quake when they pressed tightly to the singer's bulky, 
strong body. The low growl that tore from Bruce's chest sent shudders down Steve's spine, making him rock 
back to meet the pace that was slowly picking up for each time the smaller man rutted into the older's willing 


body. 


Steve whimpered as he dug his fingernails into warm damp flesh, blindly seeking Bruce's lips and catching them 
in a frenzy. Lips, tongues, teeth. Wet, open mouthed sloppy kisses stolen in between deep choppy breaths. Bed 
springs creaking beneath them, tell tale signs of their passion. 


Bruce's thrusts were becoming less even, although the force behind them grew and Steve's body jerked when 
a small, firm slippery fist found his dick, stroking it frantically to match the now hurried, needy stabs. 
Meanwhile, Bruce's left hand tangled into Steve's long soft curls, clinging to them like reigns and the faint pull 
to the bassist's scalp made the fever pitch rise inside. He was so close; his cock throbbing, the intense 
pleasure overtaking him, his balls tight as they pulled up. 


So close, Steve found himself teethering, like he could almost touch the climax. That was when Bruce yanked 
his head to the side to expose the column of his neck again, that's where he sank his teeth into the junction of 
neck and shoulder. It went beyond the bassist's control then, made his body jolt as he fell, painting ropes of 
burning cum over his own stomach as well as the side of Bruce's hand. The intensity of his orgasm made his 
eyes roll back into his head; made his body burn hot, distantly feeling the singer deliver the final few 
stuttering thrusts before he too followed into the haze of ultimate satisfaction 


When it was finally over; Steve allowed himself to relax, tremors passing through his body and he nuzzled his 
face into the hollow of Bruce's strong neck as they savoured the closure for a fleeting moment. Steve made 
mental notes of all the things he loved about the aftermath with Bruce, all the things he longed for when they 


were apart for too long. 


The way the smooth sweat damp skin of the singer's back felt under his hands, in contrast to the rougher fur 
covering his chest. The way Bruce smelled of musk and spices and sex, the scent almost radiating off of him. 
The way his ass cheeks curved, round and plump and easy to cup into the palms of the bassist's hands. The 
way his collarbone tasted of salt and desire as Steve pressed an open mouthed kiss to it. The way his cock felt 
still buried inside as it softened, the way Bruce's warm cum remained within. Steve blushed at the thought of 
being Bruce's again, of belonging to the singer this way. Of being claimed and owned, proud that Bruce wanted 


him not only for this purpose, but as a romantic partner. 


‘How's your back? the singer finally asked as he picked himself up on his elbows, admiring Steve's face before 
shifting to pull out and then roll over onto his back, stretching. 


Steve felt a bit empty, a bit cold, a bit sore all over. But it was nothing he couldn't live with. Nothing he 


couldn't survive, nothing that would have made him change his mind that this was a good decision 
‘Ill live, | spose, he chuckled tiredly. 
The bassist blushed as he turned his head towards the other man, Bruce shifting to lay on his side facing 


Steve. The smaller man's hand came out to draw lazy patterns over the older's bare chest and stomach, 


tracing the nipples, combing through curly chest hair and then moving down to swirl around the navel. 


Everything was innocent however, not in any manner lustful, the act an excuse for Bruce to keep touching the 
bassist. The warmth in his eyes was bright and genuine, loving. 


‘Glad to hear. | thought | might have offed you there for a bit, Bruce chuckled softly, dimples on full display. 


‘Bludi sod,' was all Steve could reply, rolling his eyes in a somewhat affectionate manner, allowing the gesture 
when Bruce cupped his cheek and drew him in for a tender chaste peck. 


‘| love you, the singer murmured against the older man's lips, nudging his nose with his own, and now it was 


his turn to blush. 


‘| know that, Steve remarked, cautiously rolling onto his side so he could snuggle up close to his lover without 


worrying about straining his muscles any further, pleased to be met by strong arms to anchor him and pull 
him in. ‘I luv ye too. 


